PARIS GOES TO
A FINE MORNING
T
HE month of October 1908 has remained famous among meteorologists for its extraordinary beauty. Politicians are more forgetful. Otherwise, they would recall this same month of October with gratitude. For it nearly brought them, six years ahead of time, the World War> with all the emotionalism, the excitement, and the opportunities of all kinds for distinguishing themselves which a world war lavishes upon people of their profession.
The end of September had itself been magnificent. The temperature of the 29th had reached the average of the dog-days. Since then, soft winds from the south-east had blown all the time* The sky preserved its purity; the sun, its strength* Barometrical pressure was maintained in the region of thirty inches.
On the 6th of October, when they got up, the Parisians who rose earliest glued their noses to the window, curious to see whether this incredible autumn was keeping up its record. The day had more of a hint of dawn about it, but it was as mild and promising as yesterday. In the heights of the heavens reigned that powder-grey which belongs to the surest days of summer. The courtyards of houses sang with light; their walls and windows vibrated with it. The common sounds of the city seemed to gain in ckrity, as they did in gaiety. In a first-floor back lodging, you might